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My name is Ashley Graves, and I have done heinous things.

But believe me, all of it was justified.

You might not believe that now in this moment, with me standing in the darkness of my bedroom as I watched my brother Andrew unconscious on my bed. Face wrinkled with worry and concern even now in his sleep. Staring at his body and dwelling on how many times that bitch ex-girlfriend of his got to see him like this in her bed. My arm aching from the use of the meat cleaver that had come in so handy tonight during our adventure together. The taste of my neighbor on my lips and how grateful I was to what he’d given us.

It wasn’t like this before. Sure my brother and I shared a room together which well into our young adult years might seem odd but compared to paying for rent for a place of my own it was a dream. The thing is we were never titans of commerce and capitalism. In fact when all this began neither of us had a job. Instead we were sharing the spare bedroom while our parents slept in the master of a two bedroom apartment. At times it was cramped and we could get in each other’s way but I didn’t mind it that much. Better than on my own for sure.

Things were fine enough like this until Andrew and I decided tap water was fine compared to the bottled stuff our parents preferred. It was free and clean enough and the taste wasn’t that bad. Or so we thought, as it turned out someone at the water company made a mistake. Or more like a royal fuck up that resulted in multiple sick residents of the city. Reports were that some sort of parasite made it into the water supply and had infected people’s bodies. Of all the fucking things to put me in the most desperate spot of my entire life was the one thing that I didn’t even do to myself.

Mom and dad left shortly after that. We all had to take a blood test and when they came back negative and Andrew and I came back positive our parents were encouraged to stay elsewhere while the two of us were quarantined so as not to risk exposure. Seemed weird to me honestly, there was never any talk of a treatment and I didn’t even feel sick. Whatever these “parasites' ' were, they seemed to stay in my body just fine without causing an issue. So far they had been a quieter roommate to have compared to Andrew that was for sure. But that’s just how things got started, and it hadn't really ended since.

At first we were holed up in the apartment for days waiting on news as to what we’d need to do or if we’d be moving to a hospital. Then the days became weeks, then the weeks into months. All together I think we had been trapped in this place for either two or maybe even three months? I couldn’t really tell anymore how many days had passed as there were other things on my mind that were more important. And my stomach.

Our food ran out weeks ago. Now I know what you’re thinking, just have someone deliver food. Maybe have it delivered by a nurse or left at the door so that no one has to come in contact with my parasite riddled body. If that were an option I’d be ecstatic, not like I was ever one that wanted to have a chat with the delivery guy when he showed up. But there were a few issues with this. See every time we ordered anything it wasn’t a nurse that picked it up or even a social worker. The people that were left to watch over us while we were stuck here called themselves wardens. Like they were in charge of some kind of private prison. Not only were they the ones collecting our food, but they stopped bringing it to our door after a few weeks into this quarantine. It was around that time we learned the doors had been barricaded from the other side.

For a while that was our life, or what was left of it as it dwindled away. There were at least two guards, or wardens if they really wanted to be called that. Two dipshits were keeping us locked in here. Each one having gone from formal and reassuring that our time stuck like this would end soon to mocking us and getting aggressive as they kept our food outside of the apartment from us. Didn’t help we were the ones stuck on the top floor with now way out and no way down. Well no way down that didn’t end with either massive injury or the kind of nap you didn’t wake up from. With how weak my body was getting as we ate away at what food remained in our home I don’t know if I would have had the strength to survive any kind of physical trauma if we did make a jump for it.

So you get it, right? I’m a victim in all of this. As is Andrew. We’re all victims of these madmen keeping us locked in our own homes. Yeah it’s not just us in here, you’ll remember I mentioned a neighbor? Well he must have drank the water too because just like us he was locked in his apartment. Far as I knew it was just him though as opposed to our whole family that had been here. There were more people in the different apartments around us too. You could hear them sometimes at night yelling at anyone that might listen to them from their balconies. Though a lot of us gave up on that a month ago. The only ones there were ever to yell at though were the people behind the steel wire fence that divided our building from the rest of the street and the occasional ambulance that took eerily still bodies away on stretchers from our building. Every day I wondered when I’d be on the one they’d carry out.

You might be wondering at this point why we’re not calling for help. Tried that too, but it seemed like the police didn’t want anyone coming near the building and far as we could tell the city was reassuring the clean and uninfected masses that we were all doing just fine. I told my mom what was really happening but... well for reasons I don’t want to explain she didn’t really believe me. Andrew attempted to get in touch with his girlfriend a few times too but eventually she just called their relationship off. Can’t have much of one with a person locked in a room. Also I might have told her she wasn’t welcome here anyway. More than a few times. Without telling Andrew she had called and I happened to be the one that picked up that day. Don’t worry about that though, bitch was going to break up with him anyway so no harm no foul, right?

After all that you have to be wondering how the hell we were alive at this point. Well remember that neighbor? Turns out he liked playing music really loud. Like really really loud. On top of that it wasn’t anything fun to listen to either, some kind of spooky church music or something. Couldn’t really make sense of it and it’s not like it had lyrics to sing along to. But since Andrew and I had been staring at each other for days as entertainment we decided to see how the neighbor was getting on out of curiosity’s sake. We ripped apart a few of the shelves in our place and there was eventually enough wood to climb across from one balcony to another like a little bridge. The neighbor didn’t bother with drapes to hide his windows, not like we did either at this point. So it offered a fine view into what he might be up to. And what indeed.

Know what’s a fun cap on being starved to death for months while trapped in a small apartment? Watching your neighbor accidentally kill himself. I’d never even spoken to the guy but by chance Andrew and I happened to witness his last moments on this earth before he departed to the next world. Don’t ask me how I know there’s a next world, you wouldn’t believe me if I told you. So with that dramatic scene played out before us we decided to let ourselves into his apartment. I’ll admit we weren’t really thinking about it at the time. Pretty sure Andrew wanted to try and help him but by the time we got to him he was long gone. Once it was obvious there wasn’t a lot we could do for the guy, my second thought went to turning off his ghastly music he’d left playing when he bit the dust. My third thought went to what did he have in this apartment that I could bite into? And that eventually landed on him.

“That’s a lot of meat.” I thought, looking over the dead body before us.

“What?” My brother responded, eyes leaving the corpse to look at me. I guess my thoughts were pretty loud since I was speaking them as they came to me. But if you’d been surviving on scraps for this long wouldn’t you consider it? Earlier that week I’d hit the floor from fainting repeatedly due to starvation. We were literally dying in that place! It was going to become our tomb if we didn’t do something! “Though I mean... Is it still illegal if we didn’t kill the guy?”

“Is what illegal?” I asked sincerely. After the roller coaster of events and getting caught having rather extreme thoughts about what to do with a human body I never considered Andrew might be on board.

“Well... Y’know...” Andrew began, that nervous look on his face. He was always so much worse at building up the courage to do things like this. But when I saw that expression, I knew I had him where I wanted.

“Oh, you want to eat him!!” I exclaimed, nearly overjoyed. He was on board and better yet he was the one that suggested the idea. Sure I might have planted it in his head but that was the good thing about my brother. I just needed him to accept my ideas and then they were his ideas. He always took some pushing but eventually I always managed to get Andy to come on my adventures with me.

Though it was a good amount of pushing. He was considering all sorts of things. Whether touching the body was a crime, what they’d do to us if they found out we really did eat someone. If the guards here would even admit that they had been starving us to death. Not to mention we’d likely be the ones blamed for him dying in the first place as we did break into his house to check the body. Back and forth we went but time wasn’t on Andrew’s side for this debate and when I finally pushed him for a decision to be made I pulled out the line that I knew would corner him.

“Andrew, I’m expecting an answer.” And just like that he finally gave in. It was the secret you see. Putting him on the spot to decide, make it seem like he had to be the one that made the choice. You could call that manipulation. Plenty of people had before. Some of the whores he brought home even said it to my face. But in the end this was how I made sure my brother got fed. Because I love my brother and I was going to do what was necessary to take care of him, even if he had to complain about it every step of the way.

Turns out the neighbor had pretty good cutlery. A big old meat cleaver was waiting for us right on the counter and gave us exactly what we needed to chop off the arms and legs with swift cuts. Just earlier I’d been laying on the floor of my apartment ready to starve to death and suddenly I was chopping away like a lumberjack. Funny what the body will do when survival is on the line. With some swift hacks I was able to cut up and gather his limbs in nice little plastic bags we had left over from shopping trips to the grocery store back when that was still a thing we could do. Walking back to my apartment with them dangling from my arms was probably a grisly sight but I felt like a darling wife bringing dinner home to my husband.

The torso was actually too big for us to bring to the apartment and carrying it over that plank of wood could have not only got us caught but would have been dangerous. So I left the man to do the man’s work of disposing of it while I dropped two legs and a right arm into our freezer. Thank goodness we still had power at the very least. With my new left arm I took the meat to the kitchen and began to slice it off the bone and fry it up.

So I’m not going to try and lie by saying I’m the greatest cook in the world. Even before this situation I’d make dinner sometimes but I didn’t have a huge range and there weren’t any recipes in the house that I was aware of for cooking up your neighbor. Still I did my best to not only be sure that it was cooked properly but also that it looked as not-human-meat-y as possible. A labor of love Andrew certainly didn’t seem to appreciate. Still I wasn’t about to let this chance go to waste and I made sure he ate every piece of food I put on his plate. Even if his mind was still conflicted about this I was going to be sure we both saw the next morning with full bellies after all this suffering.

Andrew kindly offered to clear the table and kitchen for me so with my work done I went to bed with the most peaceful sleep I’d had in weeks. Didn’t bother taking my clothes off, truthfully I’d been wearing the same thing for a while now. Sure we showered but anything that didn’t seem helpful was considered wasteful effort and when you're starving you neglect a lot of chores to save energy. So I went off to dream land completely happy we’d found a solution to our immediate problem of dying a slow death.

The thing was Andrew wasn’t quite over the issue. Even though I was getting a restful night’s sleep the big baby couldn’t go to bed. So I got woken up at God knows what hour as he was still struggling with everything we’d done tonight. Sure maybe he wasn’t quite as good as me when it came to dealing with problems. My philosophy was you just shove them deep down inside until they disappear forever. But apparently that was more difficult for him.

He went on about how we mutilated and ate someone. How the cops were going to arrest us if we ever did escape this place. That now we had no choice but to try and get out of this prison if we didn’t want to end up in a real prison. Complaining how he couldn’t quite get the neighbor’s head off the torso so he had to cut around it and pull until he came off, stuffing it into the freezer and the rest into the fridge to hide the evidence... Okay so maybe he had gone through it a little rougher than me. Which was why I offered to let him sleep in my bed with me for the night.
Which is how we ended up here.

I love my brother. Take care of him. Look out for him. Cook for him and make sure he’s nourished. Keep him company when he’s trapped in the worst position of his whole life. Find him food when there’s no more left and make sure he gets his fair share. He’s my brother. Mine. No one else’s. So why shouldn’t I give him more if he needs it?

Summoning up my courage I slipped off my shirt and tossed it on the floor, unbuttoning my jeans and tossing them aside along with it. I’d been wearing the same black and white polka dot bra and green panties for as long as the clothes I’d been wearing over them. Sure I’d been starving near to death for weeks now but I hadn’t hit the point where my body had completely eaten itself away yet. So I was still malnourished, but looking sexy-skinny. Just barely missed horror skinny, thank the small blessings. Next came the other part which was going to take even more courage.

Approaching Andrew in the dark I carefully unbuttoned his pants and slid them off of his legs. He was so tired he barely noticed and even seemed a little grateful as he shifted around. Swallowing a lump I took the next step and very carefully removed his boxers as well so that he was naked from the waist down. Putting the clothes aside on the floor I knelt down next to the bed to get a better look at him.

It wasn’t like this was the first time I’d seen my brother half or even fully naked. It’s just a thing that happens sometimes when you live together for your entire life. Not that I’d ever tried to see him like this before. Never so directly and openly, anyway. His cock was laying limp between his legs and I kept staring at it like it was a snake about to bite me if I disturbed it. But I’d already come this far... and he needed me. I was sure of it. After all, I was the only one here for him. Reaching out I carefully took hold of his penis in my hands and began to stroke it.

He didn’t really react at first. I went slowly with him to make sure I didn’t disturb his sleep. Fingers carefully rubbing him until I felt his cock grow stiff and straighten in my grasp. There was something enchanting about it, how he reacted to my gentlest touch and responded gratefully. My worries started to fade away as his cock grew ever stiffer in my hand and I continued to rub it with soft touches. Glancing at his face I could see his head moved slightly in response to my urgings but thankfully he never woke up. Which was good because I don’t think I could have talked him into what I planned next unless I was in the middle of it.

Lifting myself up higher on my knees I used my arm to brace myself on the bed and lower my mouth over his cock. Dipping my head down I found I had to pull it back up faster than I had wanted. Seemed he felt a lot bigger in my lips than he looked at first blush. This was fine though, I’d already planned on being in it for the long haul. Carefully I learned my limit and dipped my head back down, moving it back and forth as I sucked at him. At first I thought this was going to be a chore but the further I went the more I was enjoying myself. Actually this was the kind of loving duty I could perform every night if I was allowed the treat. Maybe with enough practice I could eventually take in the whole thing. I was getting so caught up in the fun I was having I didn’t really pay attention to him shifting below me.

“Ashley?” I heard a groggy voice say my name and froze in place right as my head was dipping back down again. A literal mouthful of cock as I shifted my eyes over to see Andrew looking down at me as he was slowly coming around. “Ashley what... what the... what the fuck!?”

“Hlmd mff.” I replied, though my tongue was a little busy at the moment.

“What the fuck!?” Andrew repeated, sitting up. “Ashley what are you doing!?” Pulling my head up from his lap I let out a little cough to catch my breath, not appreciating the interruption. But I’d been prepared for it.

“Hold on, I said!”

“Are you... what... what are you doing!?” Andrew went to stand up but I grabbed his arms fiercely to keep him in place.

“No, you stay right there!”

“Ashely what... why!?”

“Why not!?” I replied and the look of confusion and horror didn’t leave his face.

“Why... not? Because we’re siblings, that’s why fucking not! Are you insane!?”

“What does it matter?” I replied, more calmly this time now that he was looking me in the eye.

“It matters because we’re not a pair of freaks! Have you never heard of incest!?”

“Heard of it, seems a little excessive to get so upset over it don’t you think?” I draped my arms over his thighs and leaned on him to make sure he stayed where he was. The confusion was giving way to anger in his expression.

“Get off of me.”

“No.”

“What the hell is going on with you!? Did you really lose your mind!?”

“What does it matter!?” I spat back at him. “What does it matter that we’re related if I do this?”

“It... what kind of question is that!? Of course it matters!”

“We’ve already done this much, what’s one more?” I asked him.

“What... no, that’s crazy, we can stop this, sort it out, I don’t know what’s got you upset but-”

“What’s got me upset is that this is the best night I’ve… No, that we have had, in months. And you’re trying to ruin it.”

“Ashely... listen here, we can’t do this.” Andrew pleaded, putting his hands on my arms. “Listen to reason, we can’t go this far.”

“Andrew, look in my eyes.” I touched on something inside him that made him look away from my face first before his eyes came back. “Do I look like I don’t know what I’m doing?”

“...no. But... why do this?”

“Because why not?” I repeated to him. “We already did what we had to do to survive. Both of us agreed we’re going to figure out a way to escape before anyone finds out. Our parents have completely abandoned us if you haven’t noticed and we can’t even pay to get food because some maniacs are trying to starve us to death in our home. So with all of that, what’s one more? What’s another on top of the pile?”

“That... might all be true... but this...”

“You were enjoying it.” I finished for him. “Before you woke up anyway and had a problem with who was doing it.”

“Of course I have a problem with who’s doing it!”

“Well it doesn’t bother me any.” I replied, feeling the smile come back to my face. “I was having fun. So why not just lay back and close your eyes and imagine it’s... fuck, I don’t know, that cunt ex-girlfriend of yours or someone else and let me finish up here.”

“Ashley... this is too far.” Andrew pleaded but I could already feel him breaking down against my argument. Lifting a hand I pressed it against his chest.

“We’ve already been ‘too far’. Farther than anyone should ever have to go. Just lay back and enjoy the ride. It’s just one more, let it go like the others.” I gave him a harder push and he fell back on to his elbows from the sitting position he’d been in earlier. Not as far back as I’d like but at least he was in a position I could work with again. Hands free once more I reached behind myself to unclasp my bra and slid it off my shoulders. Giving my breasts a squeeze and lifting them up to show them off. “Least I didn’t lose much fat in these, still looking good.”

“Good God you have to be kidding me.” Andrew complained, looking the other way. That was fine though, I switched things up by leaning onto his lap farther and using my hands to squish his cock between my breasts. Getting a good grip around him I began to stroke them up and down against his dick. Laying his head all the way back and looking up at the ceiling Andrew put his hands over his eyes. “I must be having a nightmare.”

“Looks like a wet dream to me.” I retorted, finding this to be a little more difficult than I first expected. I got him squeezed in good enough between the girls but he wasn’t sliding as well as I’d hoped. Needing some lubrication I let my head dip down far on to his cock when I moved down to get it wet enough for my breasts to rub him without so much resistance. “Little guy is as difficult to please as you. Have to keep making things easier for him.”

“Do you have to talk so much if we’re going to do this?” He complained.

“Fine. Don’t want to interrupt any fantasies you’re having after all.” I complained but it was better than him fighting me. With a little practice I was getting better at the head dip as I went down and rubbing him with my tits as I came back up. Even if I was a beginner at this and he complained the whole time I could see his legs and hips wiggling beneath me as I went on. Feeling him give in to the urging was the best sensation I’d ever had in my body before. It might have been some work to get him excited and accepting of this but I could feel myself getting there just fine.

“Fuck. We gotta stop... we gotta stop before it goes too far.” Andrew whined but that didn’t stop me, I was getting pretty good at this tit fucking thing and wanted to keep it up.

“I think we’re way past that, Andy.”

“I told you... not to... call me that. Fuck you... goddammit.”

“Hmm. Well, since you suggested it.” I answered, standing up and slipping my panties off. Andrew seemed to relax once he no longer felt the grip my tits had had on him before but his eyes opened wide when I dropped over top of him on the bed. “I could use some fun myself.”

“No!” Andrew suddenly shouted, sitting up and putting his hands on my hips. “We can’t!”

“We can.” I replied, each looking the other in the eye now. “We should.”

“We absolutely should not! This... there’s no going back from this.”

“There’s no going back from a lot of the things we did.” I said, letting myself fall down against his lap. I didn’t quite have the aim to get him inside on the first drop but I could feel him pressing against my pussy and my body was crying out for it. “We’re cannibals, Andrew. Criminals. Infected with parasites and ignored by society. Literally left for dead. What’s one more thing to add to the list?”

“Ashley... please.” Andrew said and the ‘please’ as the tone of his voice dropped from anger to despair nearly got me I’ll admit. I didn’t want him to feel bad. The opposite actually despite all of this.

But I knew what was best for both of us.

“There there.” I whispered, my arms rising to pull him into a hug. He leaned into it and I felt his arms come up around me as well to hug in return. “It’s been a lot today, hasn’t it?” He nodded into my shoulder. “It was difficult, I know, but in the end you saved me, you know?”

“I didn’t.”

“You did. You went with me to the neighbor’s apartment and helped me gather what we needed for dinner. Even before then you were watching over me. I couldn’t have done all of that on my own, you know.”

“I had to. You’re my sister.”

“I know, and you’re my brother.” I replied, feeling his hug grow in strength. “Which is why I know I can always count on you to help me.”

“But...”

“Shush, none of that.” I let a hand drift down between us so I could find his cock with my fingers. “So just let me help you, okay?”

“We can’t cross that line.”

“Just close your eyes and relax.” I lined him up with my own body and let my weight take care of the rest. Feeling Andrew enter my pussy and push inside as I dropped onto his lap. He groaned out loud and I could help but let a moan out right into his ear. Andrew had been right about one thing, when you crossed a certain line there wasn’t any going back. Which maybe that would be a problem later we’d both have to grapple with. But all of my problems were “problems for later” right now. Right now I’m not going to think of anything but how good everything was in this bed.

“Shit. Shit... this is...”

“Shh. Here we go.” I leaned into him to push him onto his back again. There was too much risk of him still fighting this or trying to separate if I gave him too much control. Keeping my chest pressed against his I pushed him all the way down until I was practically laying on top of him. Then I let my hips begin to work. “Nngh... fuck... it still feels big.”

“You can stop if you need to.” Andrew offered me but I shook my head, taking things slow. Maybe watching my skills of master seduction at work would make you think I was quite the temptress. But if you need to know the truth I haven’t really done a lot of the sex thing. Finding a guy I clicked with was never easy and even then feeling like I could actually let him be intimate with me was almost weird to consider. So even though I was more than ready for this moment I was still a little sensitive as it went in.

“It’s getting easier.” I whispered to him, my hips moving faster as I worked them on his lap. Andrew was breathing heavily and I figured he must have been holding himself back. Maybe waiting for me to tire out. I didn’t plan on letting that happen though, this was meant for us to both enjoy it. Giving myself a little time I eventually lifted myself up and put my hands on his chest for support. Sitting directly on his cock. “R-ride ‘em... c-cowboy… oh fuck… just… give me a few bucks.”

“Stop saying this crazy shit... you don’t-'' Andrew didn’t finish as I figured out how to roll my hips into each thrust down onto his cock. Each roll gave my breasts and little jiggle and honestly I thought the show they were putting on was going to waste as he kept his eyes closed. “You have to... get off!”

“Nnngh!” I couldn’t really come up with anything clever to say anyway, but hearing he was close gave me the reason I needed to try harder. Picking up the pace I curled my fingers into the sweater he was wearing and didn’t let go. We weren’t arguing anymore, just moaning into the darkness of our bedroom. While my pussy clamped around his cock and I felt myself cumming hard on top of his lap, my mind went to the freezer in the other room. Looking forward to making him breakfast in the morning.

Andrew’s hands betrayed any words he’d plan to say as they gripped around my hips and pulled me down against him. I could feel him pushing upward into me as he came inside my body. It was more intense than I’d had thought it would be and I felt like collapsing but it was still the best sex I’d ever had in my life. Leaning forward I looked down to see Andrew’s green eyes looking up into mine and before I could think of what to do next I was kissing his lips.

That hadn’t really been part of the plan. The blowjob certainly was and afterwards the great orgasm I had on his lap was too but the deep kiss we were sharing now felt almost too intimate. As if he was the one in control and I was becoming weak in his arms. We continued to make out in that position for a while yet, kissing deeply as my pussy still held his cock in my warm embrace. Then after who knew how long the kiss was broken and I rolled off of his body on to my bed. The unceremonious dismount made me give a grunt of surprise as I felt him leave me and it was probably equally distressing for him as I heard him moan when we separated. But it was fine, I hadn’t felt this amazing since... I couldn’t remember.

“Good night, Andy.” I said, curling up on my side and against his warm body. We were both still a mess from the sticky, dirty sex we’d just had but I didn’t have the energy to clean up and I doubted he did either. Maybe after another home cooked meal we’d have the strength to make ourselves more presentable for our next adventure.

“Don’t call me that.” He replied, but didn’t push me away. Instead an arm pulled me in closer to his chest. Unintentionally I let out a happy gasp when he did but thankfully he didn’t say anything about it. Instead he let me drift off to sleep like that feeling the safety and comfort of his arms.